pale, her eyebrows and very long lashes nearly as golden
as her hair and her eyes a clear grey blue, beautifully set and
with a curiously fierce, noble expression that reminded me
of certain caged eagles at the Zoological Gardens! Her
mouth was sensitive and not small. It could look very
determined; indeed in those days it sometimes looked hard,
but was liable to break into the most infectious, engaging
and rather raffish smile that would spread to her eyes and
banish the caged eagle. Her face and the line of her jaw
were an unusually pure oval. From great-grandfather John
Hall she had inherited an aquiline nose with delicate,
tempered wings to the nostrils. From the mythical Ameri-
can-Indian, unusually high cheekbones. In any case it was
not the countenance of a young woman but of a very
handsome young man. Like her father she was only of
medium height but so well-proportioned that she looked
taller than she was and the very simple tailor-made clothes
which she wore, even in those days, fostered the illusion.
Her hands, and here again, they were not feminine hands,
were quite beautiful and so were her feet. Altogether her
appearance was calculated to arouse interest. It immediately
aroused mine and for reasons much less obvious that
interest was returned. Our friendship, which was to last
through life and after it, dated from that meeting.
But there seemed to be many factors against it at the time.
Kindly as she was towards me, Ladye most certainly felt
no overwhelming desire for my incorporation in their daily
life and John, I know, honestly believed that her feeling for
me was just such another sudden fancy as she had experienced
before. She was nothing if she was not honest and I re-
member her saying to me: 'How do I know if I shall care
for you in six months time e.. .* As for me, I thought little
and felt a great deal. I was swept along on a spate of feeling,
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